NEW  MEN-OLD   METHODS
The men In muddy hell need daily supplies. The
conditions are so vile that no man can endure more
than forty-eight hours at a stretch In the forward
puddles and squelch pits* Do those at home In
comfort, warmth, and cultured environment realise
what they owe to the stout hearts on the western
front? No wheeled traffic can approach within
three miles of the forward pits; for roads which
were useful to the pre-war farmers have now dis-
appeared. Everything must be carried up by men
or mules. The latter, stripped of harness, or fully
dressed, die nightly In the holes and craters, as they
bring their loads to the men they serve so faithfully
and well, urged on by whips and kindness. But one
false step means death by suffocation. Sheer ex-
haustion claims its quota, for the transport lines
themselves are devoid of cover from wind and rain.
Such is the animals1 wary and could animal lovers see
the distress of their dumb friends they would never
permit another conflict.
A trivial incident sticks in my mind as I write,
and recalls the abnormality of our war lives and
minds. An old French ammunition dump exploded
as I passed, killing many Welshmen, two German
prisoners, ariti a French salvage worker. A German
shell had hit the dump, *What an International
party/ I exclaimed, as I helped to sift out the dead
from the dying, 'twelve Welshmen, two Germans
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